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Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King Mmc care is open, and pay heart prepard, 

The word js worldly lode thou canft vnfold, 

Say, is my Kingdorae loflJwhy twas my care* 

And what lofi'e is it to be rid of care? 

Striues Bullingbrookc to be as great as wee* 

Greater he dial not be* ifhe feme God, 

Week ieruc him too, and be his fellow fo? 

R euolt our fubiefts, tha t wc cannot mend. 

They breake their fayth to God as wcl as vs: 

Cry woe, dcflruftion, mine, and decay. 

The worflisdeath,and death wil haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that y our highnefle is fo armde, 

To bcarc the tydings of calamine, 

Like an vnleafonablc ftormie day, 

Whichmakes thefilucrRiuers drowne their diorcs. * 

As if the world were al difioludeto tearcs, 

So high aboue his limits fwcls the rage 
Of Bullingbrookc, couering your fcarcfull land 
With hard bright (leele, and heartsharder then fteele, 
White beards haue armd their thinne and v bairelcdefcalpi £ 
Againd thy maiedie :and boy es with womens voyces 
Striueto fpeikcbigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In diffe vnwildicarmes againd thy Ciowne, 

Thy very beadfinenkarnc to bend theyr bowes. 

Of double fatal ewe againd thy date. 

Yea didaffe women mannage rudie bilks, : j 

Againd thy featc both yong and old rebel. 

And al goes wot (c then I haue power to tell. 

King Too wcl, too wcl thou telda tale fo ill* 

Where is the Earle of Wilt(hire?vvherc is Bagot? 

What is become of Bulnie?wherc is Greene? » 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Me aiurc our confines with fuch peaceful deps. 

If wepreuaile, their heades dial pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrookc. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lot” 

Kmg Oh villainc?, vipers,dafKnd without redeinpt‘ on > 
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Do»s eafily woonne to fawne on any man. * 

SmL. in my hcaitbload W «md.that (t.ngmy hears 
Three Iudafles,each one thrice worfe then luaa>. 

Would they make pcace,tcrriblc hell. 

Make war Vpon their fpotted foales for this. 

Scro. Swcetclouelfee changing, his property 
Tumes to the fowred and mod deadly hate, 

Aeainc vneurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With hcad,and not with hands,thofc whom you curie 
Haue felt the word of deaths deftroying wound. 

And lie ful low grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bufhie,Grecne,and the Earle of VViltmire dead 
Scro. Ye al of them at Bndow lod their heades, 

Aunt. Where is the Duke nay father with his power? 
King No matter wherc,of comfort no man fpeakca 
Lets ulkc of’graues.of Wormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make dud our paper, and with rainie eye* 

Write forow on the bofotne of the earth. 

Lets choole exccu tors and talke of will.* 

And yet not fo,for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depoled bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our hues,and al are Bullingbrookes, 

Aud nothing can we cal our owne,but death. 

And that fcnall model of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as pade and couer to our bones, 

Fo r G ods fa kc k tte vs fit vpon the ground. 

And tel ladde dories of the death ofKings. 

Ho tv fomc haue beene depofde,(ome flaine in war. 

"Some haunted by the ghods they haue depofed. 

Some poyfonedby their wiucSjlome deeping kild, 

AJ murthcredjfor withi n the hollow Cro wne 
That rounds the mortal tern pics of a- Kmg 
Kecpcs death his court,and there the antique fitf, 

Scoffing his date, and grinningat his pompe. 

Allowing him abreath>a little fccane. 

To monarchifc,be feard,and kil with looker, 

Infufing him with lelfo and vainc conceit. 

As if this fledi which waller about our life* 
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